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Stand Alone 


Author's Notes: 
My wrists have been suitably slapped. Okay, here's the disclaimer. 
This is a work of total fiction None of it is real(obviously, since Jonathan's not dead). No malice is/was 


intended, and if I've broken any laws, I'm sorry. Please don't sue me. 


James flopped down onto the large leather sofa, exhausted. For some reason, this year's Christmas shopping 
had really taken it out of him. Not that he was ever really a Christmas type of guy; that was Jonathan's 
thing. 


He reached over to the small table in front of him, and picked up the photo of them both, Jonathan slamming 


chocolate cake into his face. 
Damn it all to hell and back. 


Back came the memories he'd tried so hard to bury. Now he realised why he hated Christmas. And New Year. 
And Valentine's Day, and every other stupid fucking pointless holiday in between 


Jonathan. Or more to the point, the lack of Jonathan. 


It had been almost a year since Jonathan had died in his arms, and the void he'd left had seemed to only get 
bigger. He'd gone past the stage of hoarsely calling out for ‘Nonie', and settled into a somewhat comforting, but 
boring, existence. Depending on whether he was working, of course. 


After Jonathan's death, Brian, Reggie, David and he had come to the conclusion that they weren't ‘Korr 
anymore. They couldn't be. The voice that had practically made them different from everyone else was gone. 


Plus, James' heart just wasn't in it anymore. So, reluctantly, they had gone their separate ways. 
David had opened up a chain of upmarket sushi restaurants; Brian threw himself into building up the clothing 
company he had become a director of, Replicant; Reggie immersed himself in his first love, taking over 


Elementree Records, and building up an impressive roster of hip hop and rap artists. 


James, however, couldn't summon up the energy or the strength to do anything except to make the most of 


his time. Hell, he didn't even feel the need to pick up his once beloved Ibanez KT anymore. 


So, he'd ended up doing absolutely nothing with his life, and it suited him just fine, thank you. 


It was Brian who'd convinced him that he had to do something with his life. Not necessarily working, as such, 
but to do something constructive. James wasn't too sure about it, but then Brian had hit him with the killer 
punch. 


If you don't get up off of your ass and do something, | swear, Jonathan will come back and haunt you. You 
know how much of a workaholic he was. Do you honestly think that he'd be sitting around and moping if you'd 
died?" 


James stared at Brian, open mouthed. His mind raced as he tried to think of a reply, and failed, miserably. 


"You don't have to do what we've done, you know. It's not written in stone that you have to start a business, 


or go back to working in music. What were Jonathan's favourite charities, or causes?" asked Brian. 


"You know what we all helped to raise money for. Make a Wish Foundation and AIDS awareness." replied James, 


absent mindedly scratching his head. 


"Then do something with that." 


So he did. He became a volunteer on a helpline that dealt with troubled teens, kids that had real problems. 

When he'd first shown up at the nondescript building, people who'd recognised him had flipped out. But he'd 
explained to them that he wasn't Munky anymore, he was James, and he'd prefer to be called by his given 
name. He didn't want to be given special treatment, either; he wanted to be treated like one of the guys. 


Thankfully, they listened to him, and for the past six months, he'd listened to kids who were being abused, 
sexually, mentally and physically; kids who were dealing with alcoholic and/or drug addicted parents; kids who 
were addicted themselves. 


He'd lost count of the times when he'd finished his shift, and sat in his car, crying over a story that had 


touched a raw nerve; mainly one from a child that was being sexually abused. 


It reminded him of what had happened to Jonathan as a child, how it had affected him, and how he'd overcome 
it all to become one of the strongest people he knew. He could only hope that the advice he gave the kids was 
listened to and acted upon. 


So, here he sat, staring at the Christmas tree that he'd reluctantly put up, and decorated by David and Reggie. 
Even thinking about decorating the house made James feel nauseous. It didn't feel right, not that Jonathan 
wasn't there to enjoy it. He felt empty, like there was a hole where his heart should be. 


He and Jonathan had never been overly religious, but they loved the tackiness of Christmas, the cheesy 
novelty songs they were sad enough to buy CD's of, and the even tackier decorations. Like the Santa that 
Jonathan had bought, and which had pride of place in the hallway. They'd lost count of the times it had 
surprised people when they passed it, only to hear Santa yell in Jonathan's voice, "Happy Christmas, 


motherfuckers" 


Needless to say, James had tried to hide it, but David had found it and put it in pride of place in the hallway. 
No sooner had he done it, than Reggie walked past it. 


"Happy Christmas, motherfuckers!" 


Reg jumped at the sound, and yelled back at Santa. 


"Fuck you! Jonathan Houseman Davis, you fucker! That's the third year in a damn row you've got me with 


that!" 


"That's you fucked. Santa definitely won't bring you anything now. He hates it when people swear at him." said 
David, trying not to laugh. James just stared forlornly at Santa. 


"You okay, Munks?" asked David, as Reg went into the kitchen, swearing in a mixture of Italian and Spanish. 


| can't believe it. I'd almost forgotten what Jonathan's voice sounded like" James waved his hand in front of 


Santa, bringing forth another stream of profanity. 
David smiled. "I know. That guy could swear better than anybody I've ever known" 


"And no-one could say ‘fuck’ or ‘cunt like he could. He made it sound like he was paying you a compliment. 


Remember the time a journalist asked him why he didn't cut back on his swearing?" said James. 


"Yeah. He said that what other people heard was nothing. He swore worse than that in bed" The memory 


brought forth a smile from James. 


"And then Jonathan asked me why was | blushing? Try explaining that to a journalist” 


James curled up on the sofa, and tried to warm his hands from the mug of coffee that he held. The lights on 


the tree twinkled, sickeningly, at him. He came to the conclusion that he'd turned into Scrooge. 

He didn't even get into the Christmas spirit at work. Marina, one of his co-workers, had broken into a chorus 
of Mariah Carey's ‘All| Want for Christmas (Is You)’, and he'd had to end a call quickly, before walking out into 
the car park. The last thing James wanted, or needed, was for anyone to see how shitty he felt. 


Marina had followed him outside, and tapped him on the shoulder. 


"Hey, James? You okay?" she asked, pushing a mass of braided hair out of her face. James sighed, raggedly, 


before he answered. 


"Who?" replied Marina. She hadn't been a fan of Korn, had no clue of the relationship between James and 


Jonathan. 


He smiled. It was nice to meet someone who didn't know anything about him. 


"No, he didn't leave me for someone else. He..he.." James swallowed back the rising tears. 
"He died. Two weeks after his thirty fourth birthday.” 

There. He'd said it. And it hurt like hell. 

Marina's face fell. 

"Oh, god. James, I'm sorry. | didn't know." 


"IFs okay. It made it easier to say it out loud. It doesn't help when a fan of our band comes up and tells me 


how much of an inspiration Jonathan was to them, when all | want to do is cry until I'm sick" 
"Whoa. You were in a band?" 

James smiled. "Yeah. You might have heard of us. We were called Korn" 

‘| remember you guys! You did a track with Ice Cube!" 


"Yeah, we did. | remember feeling like a total amateur watching him record." 


James' arm. 


“Thanks for the offer, Marina, but | can't. David's coming over. | kinda promised him that I'd put up more 


decorations. It doesn't seem right, but he can be...persuasive:" 
"Okay. But the offer's always there, James. And if you need to talk, I'm here.” 


"Thanks, Marina." 


David had just left, dragging Reggie with him. Santa had sent them on their way with a final yell of ‘Happy 


Christmas, motherfuckers!" and Reggie had gleefully given him the finger. 


James was draining his coffee mug, when a thought hit him. The box that Jonathan had left him when he died. 
He'd watched three of the four videos that Jonathan had made for him, but there was one left. It had been 
left with the request that it wasn't to be watched until Christmas. 


Five days early wasn't going to make much difference. 


James padded upstairs to his bedroom, and took the box down, opened it, and took out the video. Then he went 
back downstairs, clutching an old shirt that still smelled faintly of Jonathan. 


He paused slightly before turning it on, going over to the phone and taking it off the hook. James did not want 
to be disturbed whilst this was on. He switched his cell phone off, and then turned the lights off, leaving only 
the lights on the tree to illuminate the room. Then, and only then, did he settle down to watch the video. 


The image that filled the screen was heartbreaking. It was of Jonathan at his lowest, his mass of black dreads 
tied back into a ponytail. Jonathan's once vivid brown eyes were now akin to pools of muddy water. James could 


feel the tears welling up already. 
‘Hey there, Munks." began Jonathan, before launching into a fit of coughing. 


James remembered when this tape must have been made. It was just before last Christmas, when Jonathan 
had caught a very bad dose of flu, making his already chronic asthma worse. And he remembered spending the 
best part of last Christmas Eve in the local emergency room, because Jonathan had taken a major asthma 
attack. James had thought that Jonathan was going to die on him there and then, but he hung on for another 


six weeks. 


"There's no point in sugar coating it, babes. Im dying. Im not going to be here next Christmas." Jonathan wasn't one 
to cry easily, but despite himself, a tear rolled down his cheek. "love you so much, James....and | dont want to 
de." James stared at the TV screen through a veil of tears, finally blinking and sending a stream of salty 
water down his cheeks. 


and wiped his eyes. He was beginning to wonder why he'd decided to watch this video. He wanted to remember 
Jonathan as he was before he got that damn tumour. 


"This is probably the last tape lil be able to make for you. | just don’t think that | can fight anymore. | feel so 
Tired.....there's times when | wish that | had taken the treatment." 


Cue another fit of coughing, followed by a barely disguised moan of pain, as Jonathan brought his hand up to 
his head. 


‘ can't stay here for much longer, so | guess HI just get fo the point. | love you, James. And if you go to the box 
that | gave you, check along the sides of it If you look hard enough, you'll find my last Christmas present fo you in 
there somewhere. Bye, baby......" 


And with that, Jonathan smiled, and then faded to black. James’ heart broke all over again. He stood up, 
resisting the urge to rewind the tape and watch it until it fell apart. Then he made his way back upstairs to 
look in the box. 


Within five minutes, everything was laid out on the bed, as James frantically searched for Jonathan's last 
Christmas present. He'd already turned the box upside down, shaken it, and pressed what he thought was a 


button to open a secret compartment. All of it came to nothing. 


It was only as he felt along the inside of the box that James found it. A thin, black ribbon, tucked away in a 
corner of the box. With a quiet sigh of triumph, he pulled at it, and the left hand side of the box fell open 


Inside a small envelope, was a lock of Jonathan's hair, taken from him just before he'd died. It still smelled of 
his shampoo, and James took a deep sniff of it. It only reminded James of how much he missed his lover. 


There was also a small key, with a tag attached. 
‘Happy Christmas, sexy! Try the old file case on the shelf in my wardrobe. Love, Nonie." 


So that's where James went. He reached up, and gently brought the case down, brushing the dust from the lid. 
It took only moments for him to open it. 


Inside was a leather bound photo album, containing their personal collection Pictures of their ‘wedding’ 
ceremony, and their ‘honeymoon’ in Hawaii. James’ favourite photo was in there, one that had been taken on a 


secluded beach at sunset, Jonathan sitting on the sand, James lying beside him, his head in Jonathan's lap. 


Photos of them just goofing around on tour were in there, too. One of their last Halloween shows, where they'd 


all dressed up as Britney Spears. How Jonathan had managed to shoehorn himself into that red PVC catsuit 
had all but drooled. 
As he looked through the album, James smiled, for what was the first time in months, probably for the first 


time since Jonathan had died. It was only as he went to close the book that he spotted a CD in a sleeve. As 
James took it out, a note fluttered to the floor. It was from Jonathan's sister, Alyssa. 


"James, 

Jonathan had wanted to write this note to you, but as you know, he hadnt got the strength before he passed. So, I 
figured that Id fell you what he wanted to say. Jonathan loved you, James. His decision to refuse treatment wasnt 
faken lightly. He wanted to grow old with you, but he also knew that he was moody enough as it was. He didn’t 
want you fo leave him. 

He also knew that this was one of your favourite songs, even if you didn’t want fo admit it. So Jonathan had it put 
onto this CD, and he wants you fo really listen fo the lyrics 

Happy Christmas, Munk-A-Dunk, 

Love, 

Alyssa 

(and Jonathan). xxxx 


PS: And no, its not Grandma Got Run Over By A Reindeer: 


James laughed out loud. That was another of his favourites, mainly because Jonathan had a habit of going 
around the house singing it at the top of his voice, and driving Brian mad. 


He padded over to the micro system in the bedroom, and slipped the CD in to play. And as the song filled the 


room, tears of happiness began to run down James’ face... 


"He's gone 

2000 Miles, 

ks very far 

The snow is fallin’ down 

Gets colder day by day 

| miss you 

The children will sing 

He'll be back at Christmas time......" 


